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honey poor 
butter rich 
pancake town 
we're here 
it's absurd 

don't waist my time 

what 

what 

what what 

replacing all the cutlery with 
plastic spoons 
and calling it a life 

did you know who i was before 

did you 
did you 
did you 
did you 

i dont think 
i know you anymore 
everybody tries to make me dance 
i find that i wish i could 
i wish that i was fine 






my father nearly married someone i only know 
as the woman in the yellow dress 

it's not what i thought it was 
what is love if not violence 

i have always wanted you in the summer 
i have lived in the places i have visited 
its easier that way 
to make things a dream 
to wake to smoke and leave 

these perpetual summers 
autumn a fable 
breeds bitterness 
rivaled only 
by ours 


while you sleep 

i stumble sleep 

we set aside 

the placeholders 

and this is where i doubted 

death 

and you doubted me 
and i thought to tell the truth 
is to untie each others lies 

reassure me 
reassure me 
reassure me 
reassure me 





we eat our faces and don't bother to replace them 

go get another cup of that poison drink you love 

our works are no longer 

all we need for the walls we need 

we erase the mouths 

on our unholy faces 

asking for a picture 

for the poison 

for the placeholder 

for the mouths 

for the place you will return 

to sleep 

last time there was a voice 

i couldn't comprehend 

there was a voice screaming in my head 

while i slept 

i woke 


o mother of dark teeth 


child of tears 
of dirt 

singing blood 
not daughter 
not son 

this unholy summer 

i can close my eyes and return to the home i remember 
its not easy to stay here 

i thought that i would have something of my own 

what is my body if not violence 

i swallow the faces 

of everyone whos broken me 

they are a dream i had when i was young 

the air smells like rain today 
the air smells like death today 









the window always shows me who i am 

trick mirrors 

don't trust them 

panes where you cut them 

water reflects you like its nothing 

mother i hear you 

in my face 

like its breathing 


you do not let me forget that i am staring death in the face 
it is my face 
that is death 

for all the times i have tried to die 
i pull back petals like 
as if to say 
maybe not 

i can see my veins now 
i never noticed before 
i never noticed my heart before 

a heart usually a love poem 
a something meant to harm only 
if taken away 
not to kill by giving 





another love affair has ended. 

the lies that it would last sit next 

to the rotting oranges 

in the refrigerator drawer 

and i sit on my bed contemplating death 

my sleeping pills 

a dream i had last night 

an affair with a dying hospital patient 

and moving into a hotel 

we have this way of naming our beaches 

like we are trying to catch fireflies 

like we actually believe 

they won't die in that glass jar 

i'm bleeding from somewhere 

but we don't know where yet 

i am bleeding from somewhere 
i think 

i can't let you touch me 
not anymore 


not anymore 


i am the night 
a beacon of ice 
i am the backwards summer 

i also have a mouth 
you touch it without asking 
you learn something 

i am a beam of light 
a silver of light 

where do the soft parts come from 
unbelievable as they are 
where did i come from 

leave my light on 
when youre gone 
im not real 
if the lights go out 
shadows come round 
soft sometimes 
where does the day go 
when i am looking for 
the secret to happiness 

i lie awake 

on the bathroom floor 
and wonder 
what is fair 

and what is the ending 

i wanna go 
i can wait 
a little while 
but i wanna go 








time is a lie 
i don't believe in 
feeling 

so now 
i wait 

to see somebody 
in the water 
someone i knew 
but now i don't 

i cannot count the reasons why 
these are the days 
i have 

silence never treated me right 
can i see you 

heavens dark 
with candlelight 
for no one 

the glow keeps me company 

i need someone to tell me if i believe in things 
the glow 
can i feel you 
i cannot feel my arms 
i cannot feel my weight 
i cannot 
i cannot 

i know its not the ending yet 
but why 


i speak to death 

but death does not hear 

i asked for the rain to come 
the unrelenting rain from february 

i wanted to watch it happen again 
the slow build of fire to flood 
of one kind of destruction to another 

i dont have the reasons why 
you spend your life trying to find 
loneliness 

knowing what can be felt 
feeling felts for moments 
between the loneliness 

but i want to see the world 
today i have you around my waist 
i never asked for it 
you turned to me 
and said 

let's eat peaches 
and laugh 
and i did 







-not sex 

which is not sex but everything else 
but power 

like as if glue is impermanent 

like as if you can un-fuck 

not just be un-fuckable 

like the way sex is sometimes 

mostly drunkenness 

like the way i have had sex with 

a paper you wrote 

years ago before 

i knew you and 

have been ashamed of it 

The Not Sex Fantastic 

is a power metal band 

i’d name an alternate reality 

for my 20s actually 

the politic of not sex 

of scandal 

of injury 

rage 


i say nothing 

say nothing 

because 

i am screaming 

i want love 

i want something 

commodity of company 

while my hands go slowly paralyzed 
we pretend things are alright 







burn me in the shower 


wash away 







the blood 


the dirt 










the tongue 


tie me to the floor 






holy water 


make a resurrection 









holy water 


i’ve always been afraid 
fffff if you're terrified 
of being alive 
is terrified 
it's okay 

i know i love you 
i love you afraid 
remember the first time you 
said you did 
we were fighting 
i was crying 
and you said 
scared 

you— terrified 
that you love me 











our voices laugh a hundred lies 
i know i've died a thousand times 

shallow waters 
sometimes thank the sky 
tor stopping 

but fire never turns around 

remember the time 

you danced 

in my empty living room 

i'm a wreck 

this is you- 

a fancy mess 

its the funniest thing 
let me be the moon tonight 
let me be your home 
let me have one tired night 

you know me now 
know me well 
the rocks they fall 

dont get tired 
i wont keep you longer 

the lights in this house are always dim 

and i dont know what the light will bring in 

we could be watching the same tv show again 

we could be fucking again 

we could be fighting again 

we could be 

the lights in my head are dim 
i can't keep anything down 


there is a particular smell to summer storm rain in Virginia 
like stolen time 

like night come early there is an urgent -- a don't rock the boat 
or drown in the roar of afternoon leaving 

if i die in Virginia by an all day rain 
i will be unsurprised 
there is an urgency to summer storms 
in Virginia 

the smell is a familiar thing 
but it is never pleasant 
it smells like death 
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